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The duller eyes that look from far; draw near,

And thou shalt scorn what we were wont to fear*

We shall see how the stalking pageant goes                        15

With borrow'd legs, a heavy load to those

That made and bear him: not, as we once thought,

The seed of gods, but a weak model wrought

By greedy men, that seek to enclose the common,

And within private arms impale free woman.                     20

Come, then, and mounted on the wings of Love
We '11 cut the flitting air, and soar above
The monster's head, and in the noblest seats
Of those blest shades quench and renew our heats.
There shall the Queens of Love and Innocence,                  25

Beauty and Nature, banish all offence
From our close ivy-twines; there I '11 behold
Thy bared snow and thy unbraided gold;
There my enfranchis'd hand on every side
Shall o'er thy naked polish'd ivory slide.                              30

No curtain there, though of transparent lawn,
Shall be before thy virgin-treasure drawn;
But the rich mine, to the enquiring eye
Expos'd, shall ready still for mintage lie,
And we will coin young Cupids.   There a bed                     35

Of roses and fresh myrtles shall be spread
Under the cooler shade of cypress groves;
Our pillows of the down of Venus' doves,
Whereon our panting limbs we '11 gently lay,
In the faint respites of our active play:                               40

That so our slumbers may in dreams have leisure
To tell the nimble fancy our past pleasure,
And so our souls that cannot be embrac'd
Shall the embraces of our bodies taste.
Meanwhile the bubbling stream shall court the shore,         45
Th' enamour'd chirping wood-choir shall adore
In varied tunes the Deity of Love;
The gentle blasts of western winds shall move
The trembling leaves, and through their close boughs breathe
Still music, whilst we rest ourselves beneath                        50

Their dancing shade; till a soft murmur, sent
From souls entranc'd in amorous languishment,
House us, and shoot into our veins fresh fire,
Tfll we in their sweet ecstasy expire,
Then, as the empty bee, that lately bore                          55